ii8	THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL
Barrett, my second pilot, had fifty "Players/' I then
thought I would draw pictures of things I wanted to
know, and ask the Sheikh's Grand Vizir to tell me
the names of them; so I drew the sun, moon, and stars,
and he told me what they were in Arabic. I copied
them down as nearly phonetically as I could. He
also told me all the numbers, by means of finger signs,
the names of his clothes, limbs, parts of the face, and
some animals. I got down a list of about fifty words.
They wanted to know where I had come from, so I
said "Baghdad." They pronounced it something like
"B'gerd'd." I then mentioned Fahad Beg and asked
if he was by the Wadi Hauran (near El Jid), and they
said he was. However, the political officer at Ramadi
told me afterwards that he had information that F. B.
was about four days away in the Blue from there. In
Switzerland you measure journeys by hours. In the
desert by days. It gives an idea of the space. Then
I drew the Sheikh a picture of his horse and the Grand
Vizir a portrait of himself, and they were very pleased.
Meanwhile I had to keep an eye on "Valkyrie" to
see that the Arabs were not interfering with the aero-
plane. I did the trick of burning a match under my
fingers and they thought that was rather wizardly. I
then produced bully beef and ate a little before offering
it. They were a bit doubtful of this. Perhaps they
thought it was bacon. But they said "Jamal," which
means camel. So I drew a picture of a cow on a piece
of paper, and when I put the horns in they suddenly
understood and laughed. However, they did not eat
much* Then I dished out ration biscuits, feeing careful
to give the Sheikh two, whereas to the others I gave
only one each. They ate these. There were several

